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father's country around Strasbourg, Bischwiller and Haguenau, and
I listened with delight to their songs which reminded me of the old
workmen in our mill.

Simone and her mother had arranged a Christmas tree for the
children and had postponed the distribution of presents until my
arrival. I found once more, not without emotion, the pink, blue
and green candles, the tinsel and the gilded chestnuts of Pastor
Roerich. As in the time of my childhood, the little Alsatians sang:

Mon beau sapin, roi des forets,
Que j'aime ta verdu-re .. .a

A few weeks later I saw my son Gerald in uniform for the first
time. He had just enlisted in the Air Force, at nineteen, and pro-
mised to become, so his superiors wrote me, an excellent pilot,
though something of a daredevil.
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MANY war correspondents had, like me, visited the French provinces
at Christmas and all were worried when they came back.

'The people want to know what the British are doing. A great
many listen to the German radio. They must be answered by pre-
cise facts, not by mere words. "Why not send us to England?* they
said. 'Why not show us the English effort, if it exists'*

Blaise Cendrars, a journalist and novelist of great talent whom the
English adored because of his picturesque, piratical air, his missing
arm, his brick-red face, his military medal, talked of this project to
the D.M.I. (Director of Military Intelligence). The D.M.L, General
MacFarlane, was as picturesque and mysterious as he. He was

1 Oil beautiful fir tree, king of the forests, how I love your greenery...
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